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he who has none, heave ſuffer d by her Inconſt ancy, as much as they got by ler Smile 
This ſbou d alarm ſuch as are eminently indebtea to her, aud may be of uſe to em in their 
future Refletiions on others Productions, not to aſſume too much to themſelves from | 
her Partiality to them, leſt, when they are leit like their Predeceſſor, it ſhon d owly ſerve 
to render em the more R.diculous. 


I ſbou'd have ſaid more of the ſubjccet of this Poem, but that had drawn me into 4 
Task too difficult for me to go through with : The Character of King William is ſo V oft 
and ſo Glorious, t has Foil d all who hat e yet undertaken u: Ihe Sincerity of my + þ 
for our General and Irrepairable Los, i; rhe moſt recommendable, part of thus Idy 


1 deſpair'd of deſcribing the Royal I eri mes of jo Illuſtrious a Monarch, in a Draft at 


full length, and left it to the Gentleman, who, I hear, intends to give the World bis 
Life, and who is owly capable to ao it as it ought. The Libels which t 
may publiſh on him, under that Name, will be as pou a Wrong to his „ a 
the Kcal. Poems which have appear d on that ſubject---In expect ation of better, J 
heve done my Duty in giving my beſt ; and hope thoſe Authors who praisi'd um ſo often 


and ſo juſtly, when he was on the I hrone, will uot forget a Prince who was as Dear to : 
his Friends, as Dreadful to his Foes; and who had no Enemies, but the Emies of 


Maxkind. t 


- Writers 


TA? 


A Funeral-Idyll, 
| : Seal to the Glorious Memory ; 
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b Thyrfts, Mehalcas. | 
Tris. NH thou, who lately by this ſilver Strear 


| 80 ſweetly welcom'd the return of Pea 
Again, « Menalcas, tune thy Oaten Reed, 
Thy Oaten Reed, Alas | will be too weak | 
To ſing the Fury of our Jult Deſpair, WS 
For Pan, I dye to lay it, us 10 more. | 


Menalcas. Ah, Thyr/rs, are the Gods like humble 
Was Cæſar Mortal, who ſo oft has met, (Swains? 
And dar'd in Fighting Fields, the Tyrant Death ? 
Say--Wou'd all Nature then appear lo Gay, 

„ Smile with the forward Beauties of the Spring? 
Wou'd Birds ſo chearfully ſalute the Morn, f 1 
Wou'd the young Year Kh gladly from the wa. „ I 
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Of Teeming Earth, before the Lab'ring Moons 


Have ripen'd it to Form, to lee & ſight 
Which threatens to Unhinge the Jarring World, 
And to firſt Chaos fling the Medley Mais. 

Well I remember, when of Old we loſt 

The Boaſted Ruler of the State, the Winds 
Broke from all Quarters with outragious War, 
The Forreſt Oaks were by the Tempelt torn ; 
Old Occan, to revenge his dying I. ord, 

Daſh'd his white Waves againſt the Guilty Shoar. 
Say--Wou'd this Warrior of the Race of Jove, 
A God--For how can we believe him lels ? 

To Empire ſummon'd by the Voice of Heaven, 


Sigh out his Soul, like one of us in Peace, 


While, unconcern'd, the merry Seaſon laug ghs, 
E While Winter from the haſty Summer flies, 


And /ephyrs--wanton with the blooming Woods, 
Wou'd the Sun warm us with his Genial Heat, 


Wou'd Seas be haſh d--and all things in a Cum, 


It Pan--l dye to lay 1t--Was 10 more. 


\ Thyrfis. Return ye Winter Winds, and Rage ye Seas, 
Hence the fair Promiſe of a Joyous Spring, 
Ye Birds be {ilent--and ye op'ning Flow'rs, 
Abortive Weather-let the frighted day 
In Clouds Impenetrable hide his Beams 


For Pau-] dye to fay it, 1s 50 more. 
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See, lee, Menalcas, how the Virgins Weep, | 
And Frantick as the Nymphs of Bacchus rave, 
They tear their flowry Chaplets from their Brows, 
Pluck up their golden Trefles by the roots, 


They beat their lovely! Breaſt-the Matrons run, 
And in their arms their little Infants bear, 

To beg Protection of the Deathleſs Gods, 

And with their horrid Cries torment the Air; 
See, from their Flocks the carele!s Shepherds fly, 
To {well the Chryſtal Current with their tears; 
The Wolf may come--for who can ſave em now 
The God, who relcu'd and preterv'd the Plains. 
Who ſcowr'd the VVoods of ev ry Beaſt of Prey 
V Vho, next to Joe, defended us and bleſt, 

To Conqueſt uod us, and who gave us Peace, 
Naſſan, dye to ſay it, .15 19 more. 


Menalcas.V Vhy then are you and I--is Life fo ſweet 
That anv Being we prefer to none, 
Unleſs to be with pleaſure--who Ja d be? 
And what can pleaſe us what can give us cafe ? 
Now Cæſur is no more. 
Oh Phpæbus! Father of Immortal V 1118 
Behold thy Sons Impatient to receive 
Their Portion of Cacleſtial Fire, to tell 
How Great Naſſau--Ah can they tell it? dy'd. 
On Harth their Hero, and their Saint in Heaven; 
How Pau, I dye to lay it--is no more. 
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Lui, Attend ye Shepherds, hear ye ſighing Maids, 
Menalcas, by Apollo taught, will ting 
Ot V Vonders paſt, and mighty things to come. 
Let Grief, tumultuvus now with ſilent awe, 
Approach and liſten- while the Swain infpir'd 
In Notes as lofty as his Voice can reach, 
To Rivers, Hills, ana Ecchoing Dales, proclaims, 


How Pan, I dye to lay it, 1s 19 more. | 
FE 


Menalcas. Oh that th: Muſes | to reward my Song, 
V Vou'd make it laſting as the Monarchs Fame; 


For ſooner ſhall this Current change his courſe, 
And backward to his Mother Fountain run; 


V Volves with our Lambs ſhall innocently play, 
And ſooner you forſake your ſilent Shades 


For Noiſe and Tumult, than the Victor's Name 


To endlels Ages ceaſe to be ador'd : 

In vain your Marble Monuments you'll raiſe, 
And write his Victories on Sheets of Braſs; 
The Stone will moulder, and the Mettle waſt, 
But in our Hearts, and in our Loyal Sons, /} 
His Vertues, and his Deeds of Arms, ſhall live 
To all Poſterity recorded down. 


VVilere am I now tranſported by the Mule ? 


Aloft ſheþears me on a tow'ring VV ing. 


Beneath to view the Nations in Deſpair, 


And boundleſs Sorrow in a thouſand ſhapes. 


Britannia 


CF 
Briana firſt in Widow-weeds appears, 
Her Hair ditheveli'd, and her Boſom bare; 
Her weeping Intants in her Lap ihe holds, 
Now {ently the drops Majeftick Tears 


Now calhb on unrelenting Heav'n aloud, 

N 5 Af 
Give me my Lord, my Champion, and my Ning; 
Wo ciie can fave me from Invading Foes ? 


. _— — - | . 
VV ho guide my Councils; and my Armies lead? 


5 VVho Bridle Faction *-- Ab ! ve Sons Ingrate |. 
= Vell, are you worthy to lament him dead, 

F V Vhom living wath unduteous Rage ve vevd 2 : 

; Did the moſt /calous of your Hydra Crew =} 
4 Do more for Liberty You murm'riny askt f 

| p Wnat Cæſar granted with ſuch Gracious Smiles: | 
As Heav'n on Penitent Offenders caſts. 
Oh had you been as ready to Repent 
As Ceſar to Forgive. You oft were try'd 4 
By War, Diviſion, and Egyptian Plagues, 
Wich equal Obſtinacy vou-refusd, 

To hear the Prophets, and obey your King. : 


| Till high the mighty Angel held his Sword, 
0 And cut oft all your hope who now too late 
Your Diſobedience curle-- I hus Belial's Hoſt 
Peil from Eternal Splendours to the Deep, 
And burn in Liquid Fires, for leud Deſigns 
Agauinſt the Higheſt, and their Luſt of Change: 


Oh whither are you fall'n--when Cæſar reign'd, 
LS CG | Neelected 


(40) | 
Neglected other Empires lay by Fame,  _ 1 
While all her talk was you--whom injur'd States, 
And Kings oppreſt, to be reliev'd, implor d. 
For as your Navy can by winds be blown, | 
The Victor's Name was dreaded and ador'd ; 
Long in I xthargick Slumbers you conſum'd, 
And Years of Infamy ſucceſſive row[l'd, 
So loſt to Vertue and your ancient Fame, 
You fear'd 'twas paſt the pow'r of Man to ſave, 
Ev'n then Naſſau your Gloomy Darkneſs cheers, 
And with new Glories gilds the Britiſh Sky ; 
Tranſported, you behold returning Day, 
Dad with intollerable Floods ot Light; 


All Hurope ſaw it as a Glorious Pledge 


Of tuture Conquelt and triumphant Peace. 

Now recollecting all your Father's F orce, 

V Varm with the Trophies of unuſual War, 

You fiercely follow where the Hero leads, 
Biyne--and the Monarch in their Rapid Courle, 
Saw how intrepid o're the Waves you Rode, 

And drove the Rebels from the diſtant Shoar : 
The Brittiſh Name grows Terrible again, 

And France again begins to fear your Arms. 

Ah! where's her Fear? Ah! where the Hero now? 
V Veep, weep, ye Britlaius, you the Nobler Part, 
My Brave, my Loyal, and my Pious Sons, 

For lee--the Lewdeſt of my Children weep. 


And |} 
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And blets him with their Impious Breath too late, 
Scarce in their Tears diſtinguiſh'd from the Beſt, . 
Soon as it fled they miſsd his mighty Soul, 

The Life of Peace, and Genius of the VV ar, 
Attack d abroad too much at home betray d; : 
He calmly conquer'd all his Foes > buy Death, 
Some with Reſiſtleſs Courage 1 ſu8du = 
And tome with Mercy as Reſiſtleſs gain d. 
Thus Great and Good the woud have ſaid-he dy'd, 
But Suffocating Sighs prevents her Speech: 
VV rapt in her Sable Mantle the Reclines, 


And gives a loole to Sorrow and Deſpair. 


Next Belgia, Rampant in her Grief, and loud, 

A loving Mother, and a faithful Friend, 

Thus o're her Son, with unaffected Tears, 
f And Plaints as hearty as Unpoliſh'd, Mourns, 
Down with your Sluces, and your coſtly Dams, 
Reltore your borrow'd Cities to the Sea; 
For now, Batavians, you'll with ulelels Toil, 
Plough the rough Waves--and rob the Indian Groves : 
Your Gums, your Spices, and your Faltern Wealth. 
Will all, to the Deſtrover, be a Spoil. 


Your Prince, your Friend, your G 4, 10 noi e. 
Whole carly Valour ſav'd your ſinking State, 


And prop d the Building which his Fathers rais'd. 


4 Tvrants 


) 
Tyrants 1 Monſters, ere in Manhood ripe, 
Like young Alcides from the World he ſwept. 
Fierce as a Deluge, when the Spoiler King 


Ran o're your Ramparts, and your Towns deſtroy'd ; 


Naſſau kmpetuous, like his God-like Sires, 

As twittly as he came, r&pcll'd the Gaal, 

From Forreign Bondage let vou tree, a Yoke | 
Severer than {herrau Chains of Old. | 
Again he threats you v th a Numerous Hoſt, 
And V Var impending | na bloody Cloud, / 
Hans ghaſtly o're your Heads; Avert it Heav'n! 

A 

To whom but Thee, Omnipotent and Juſt, 
For Succour can we fly - 

Of him that was our only Hope bercit, 

\'a/ſar, our want of Numbers cou'd ſupply, 
With Force unequal he repulsd the Foe, 
HimiclFan Army, and Victorious ſtill, 
O're Fortune he triumph'd, and Fate adverſe, 
Nor ow'd his Greatnels, or to Fraud or Chance. 


Collected in himſelf, he ſtood the Storm, 


The World his Burthen, with his proper ſtrength, 


Like Atlas he luſtain'd the Falling Globe. 

N 0w=-terr ible to think--the Pond'rous Ball 
Totters unſteady in the vaſt Expanie, 

Ly cruel cal, or wild Ambition blown, 

ln the firſt Tem peſt from its Bale 'twill ſtart, 
Hit cruel Zeal, and wild Ambition halt : 


- 
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While 
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While my brave Sons to Execute prepare 
The lateit Councils of our Darling Lord ; 
She ſaid-and weeping to her Gally hyes, 
Which ſtreit ſhe puſhes from her artful Shoars, 
To viſit Fair Britannia, and condole | 
Their Lols and Europe's in their lov'd Naſſau. 


Ccale--Ceale--Melpomene! thy daring Flight 
Ore Cities, Mountains, and extended Plains 
She W ings--And lagging, I with Pan purſue 
Almaiia now I ſeega ſtately Dame, 
Sullenly 1ad--but in her Grief {intere. 
Ah Poor Remainders of the Roman Name! 
By Cbri/tian Inſidelt, and Turk diſtreſt 
Abroad, what Hopes to gain thy Raviſh'd Rights, 
Unable to defend thy ſelf at home: 
Thy beſt Ally--the Champion of thy Cauſe, 
Naſſau who bore thy Eagle to the Field, 
As Dreadful as in ancient Times, maintain'd 
The Crown Imperial, by his Fathers worn; 
Naſſau, Alas and Conqueſt, are no more. 


No more the Danube, and Ne rappid Rhine, 
Shall ſee him through the Galle Squadrons drive, 
And force the Bold Invaders from their Banks. 
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To the firſt Cefar, thus the firſt N. fas 
Oppos'd his W ar-like Suabians, and compell'd 
The Great Digtator to Record his Fame, 
Nor bent to Juli, but the Fate of Ae. 


C | « 4 
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In long Succeſſion from his Loyns have ſprung, 
Sacred to Liberty, a Race Divine, Th 
The laſt, the Greateſt of his Line, we Mourn. 
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| Securety inthis Reign, we Prun'd our Vines, 
1 And diſferiiig Nations held their own in Peace; 


The Gav:ck Robber, Greedy of the Spoil, 
Couch'd, trembling, at the Byittiſß Lyons Roar, 
And nœer tranlgreſed the Limits he preſerib'd, 
But on his Young, 1 cruel Banquet, fed. 

Now; uncontroufrd, hell Sally from his Bounds, 
On Towns and Provinetes, defenceleſs Prey. 

Ah, Loſt Almatia! who for thee will Arm 
Collected Errops, and Unite her Realms; 


F She [cems a Body now, without a Soul; | 
$ | Naſſau, who animated Al her Frame, 
z | Naſſau, who ever to defend her W ak'd, 
F Ah [Enrgpe! in eternal Sleep is loſt. 
3 Thus tœher Soni; Diſdonſdlate, the poke, 


Then PansdAανſtarting from her Throne, the « cry'd, 
Let MyritdsH#his E attend his Shade, | 


Lo the Bright Verge of cyer-during Day. 
5 . * | 8 : FR My 


FL 


(15 ) 
My Eagle to her Native Woods we'll __ 
And Italy again be mine To Arms, 
We'll Conquer 1 in his Name—- 
Still hurry'd by the Heav'nly Maid along, 
The Savage ee of the North I view, . 
The Sweed Victorious, and the V anquiſh'd Pola, 
The Ni and Dane, lament with hideous Howls, 


Peace from his Piety and Arts unknown, | | 


They long expected, but expect 1.9 more. 
A 


Now Southward : 48 the Ife returns, the ſees L | 


1 


The Strumpet Call oy with Infulting Smiles, 


And Proud Iheria in 1. 5 S a Joy : 

Fill up the Meaſure of your * Crimes--Rejoy oe, 
WK. 4 IF 7 3 24) 

Prophane your Pleaſure 45 your Fear was baſe : 


Provoke the Brittains to Revenge their King, , 
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Hence--Bear me from by | on home,” 
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And puniſh, as they ought, your Impious Mirth. 0 
! 

Yon riſing tar Wi | 


2uide _ t ron 
A welcome Omen of Fliſa's Days: 
Bleis it, ye BY ittains, with your Vows ſincere. 

Thus Fair ſhe roſe, ahd with Vontidu: Light, 
Dilpers'd her Beams around the neighb'ring Spheres. 
Thus long, Oh n Thus Happy be your Reign, 


. N 5 ES ö 2 - 
T he dame w our Fats, Þ 


Belov'd, 9 d, = ore ths World Renownd. 
Deſcend 
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Deſcend _Melpomene! Deſcend and leave 
Thy Shepherd with his Fellow-Swains to Mourn; 
The Goddeſs Clio will her Trumpet ound, 

And loud Calliope Inſpire her Sons, 
In Numbers Mighty as the Theam to ling. 


Tbyrfis. HowSweet theMuſick that can CharmDeſpair, - 
Sing on, Menalcas ! See--the Flocks and Herds 
Their Paſture leave, to liſten to thy Song. 


Menalcas. See rather, Thyrfis, how the 1 
And Phebw haſtning to the Weſt-Invite 
The Shepherds and the Nymphs to Love and Reſt. 
Hence Love and Reſt, and ev'ry Sylas Joy, 
For Pan, I dyeto fk. 15 0 more. 


